BYRON
could see.   Discreetly managed, he should give no
trouble.
Here she was wrong. The wild fire of genius that
burned unsteadily in Byron's bosom, made him at
once more formidable and more unstable than she
realized. But she can hardly be blamed for her mistake.
Possessed as he was by the wish to make a good impres-
sion, Byron was incapable of showing himself with
complete honesty to anyone. And he had achieved an
extraordinary dexterity at guessing the version of his
character best calculated to win over the person he
happened to be talking to. The Childe Harold pose
he saw would be no good with Lady Melbourne; if she
believed in it, she would not like it. Laughingly, there-
fore, and with an artful frankness, he represented him-
self as a straightforward, sensual male, weak, a trifle
mischievous, and with no high-flown ideals about
him, but essentially good-natured; the victim, not the
master of others; anxious only for a quiet life and a
little fun. It was not quite the truth. But it was close
enough to it to be irresistibly convincing. Lady Mel-
bourne was convinced. However, she did not lose her
head. Her demeanour towards Byron was a master-
piece in the delicate art of friendship between older
woman and younger man; easy, intimate and with a
pleasant touch of flirtation about it, but never so ardent
or so familiar as to be unsuitable to her age and posi-
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